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lives to be able to do so, he could not have stopped to consider
in their entirety such problems. He had had a little property
when he made the all important step and that had had to be
sufficient.
With the uncertainties of the mails and the forgctfulness of
most of his former friends, news often came to him in a
roundabout manner. He was very conscious of the abandon-
ment of him by his younger circle of friends, but it was a
subject on which he preferred not to think or write. He heard
at last that Noa-Noa had been published in book form. It had
appeared out of season, and, apart from not telling Gauguin
what he had arranged, Moricc did not apparently trouble to
send him a copy.
Gauguin could not escape now from the legend that had
grown up around his name, a legend that saw him living in a
distant paradise where life required no news, no money for
carrying it on; a living legend, however, who sent paintings to
Paris that proved to be a profit to anyone but to himself. The time
had not yet come for the price of his pictures to rise, for be
was still alive. When he had supplied Paris with a large
stock of his work at the lowest price, and when he was dead, lie
could expect matters to be dilFerem.
The New Year had come and passed, Gauguin, for the first
time for many years, had found a spiritual tranquillity that:
was almost complete. The Mission had been repulsed lor the
time and the false respectability of the other Htiropcans of the
valley prevented them from coming to his hut. He now
frequently lived alone, never regretting Tahiti, where his life
had been complicated by the atmosphere of social officialdom
that controlled the island. There also there had been the
disturbing knowledge of the presence of a town. On Hiva-Oa
there was only the day of the irregular arrival of the monthly
mail-boat as a distraction*
But the improvement in his health that had come about
when he had first corne to Attiana did not last for more than a